THE STAFF AND SCRIP                    27

1 Which road, to seek your Queen ? 5 said he.

c Nay, nay, but with some wound
You'll fly back hither, it may be,

And by your blood i? the ground
My place be found.'

' Friend, stay in peace.   God keep your head,

And mine, where I will go ;
For He is here and there/ he said.

He passed the hill-side, slow,

And stood below.                                        20

The Queen sat idle by her loom :

She heard the arras stir,
And looked up sadly : through the room

The sweetness sickened her
Of musk and myrrh.

Her women, standing two and two,

In silence combed the fleece.
The pilgrim said, * Peace be with you,

Lady ; ' and bent his knees.

She answered, * Peace.'                             30

Her eyes were like the wave within ;

Like water-reeds the poise
Of her soft body, dainty thin ;

And like the water's noise
Her plaintive voice.

For him, the stream had never well'd

In desert tracts malign
So sweet ; nor had he ever felt

So faint in the sunshine

Of Palestine.                                               40

Right so, he knew that he saw weep

Each night through every dream
The Queen's own face, confused in sleep

With visages supreme
Not known to him.